THE OLD MAN OF THE SEA

JUDITH woke, as now she was accustomed to do,
to find Georges standing on the floor, wrestling
in his sleep with his implacable enemy.

She could see only his shadow. The October
night was dark; clouds hid the stars. The words
came from him thick and fast: * No, no. Leave
me. I have done with you. That was to end it.
Struggle then, and the water's cold. , . . Sharp,
sharp. I'll not touch you again. Keep off me.
No, no. Fll listen to no whisper. It is useless.
Oh, God, keep me free!'

The last was a whisper of intense and gasping
weariness. He sank to his bare knees. She
knew that he was kneeling on the floor, his head
in his hands, while his body trembled.

She got out of their bed, went to him and very
gently put her arms round him. He stayed there
trembling against her. Then slowly he woke.

' Where am I?' he asked.

' Here with me.' She led him back to bed,
he docile as a child. They lay down together,
hand in hand. Almost at once he was asleep
again. But she remained for a long time awake,
wondering what it was best to do.

This was October. He had returned in
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